TO
THE RIGHT HONOURABLE
SPENCEK  LOKD   COMPTON,
BARON OF WILMINGTON,
ICMGHT  OF THE  BATH,  AND  ONE  OF  HIS  MAJESTIES  MOST  HONOTJB. ABLE   PRIVY  COUNCIL
IT was my fortune, my Lord, in my juvenile years, cum marie commutaie, and tiuly I ha\e reason to blush, I consider the small advantage I have reaped from that change But lest it should be imputed to my want of merit, I ha\ e wrote these Memoirs, and leave the world to judge of my deserts They are not set forth by any fictitious stones, nor embellished with rhetorical flourishes , plain tiuth is cei-tainly most becoming the chaiacter of an old soldier Yet let them be never so mentorious, if not piotocted by some noble patron, some persons may think them to be of no value
To you, therefore, my Lord, I present them , to you, who have so eminently distinguished youiself, and whose wisdom has been so conspicuous to the late representatives of Great Bi itam, that each revolving age will speak in your praise, and if you vouchsafe to "be the Mecsenas of these Memoirs, your name will grve them sufficient sanction
An old soldier I may truly call myself, and my family allows me the title of a gentleman, yet I have seen many fa\cantos of foztuue, without being able to discern "why they